WEIRD! EERIE! STARTLING! 



J>» 



M 




w * 






\ 


vVW 


I 


1 1 L\|V 


f \ 


\£&L 








jy^-MMi 




wMi/{ 




\ll& 



'BUT THIS IS INCREDIBLE/^ 
r IT'S MY OWN FUTURE '■ I'M 

TO DIE BY THE HANDS OF A 
k MONSTER THAT DOESN'T EXIST//, 
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HYPNOTIZE. 

a^ete you i&muv 6#4v [ f 

Want the thrill of imposing your will over someone? J 

Of making home one do ei.inly whin ymi order? Try ■ 

hypnotism! This .imii/in^ u'l.iinnnn- ssies (nil personal ■ 

:..iii'.l.i,ti<,ji. You'll find il enter L. lini: and gratifying. ■ 

HOW TO HYPNOTIZE shows ;sli ; on need to know- ! 

Ii is put so simply, anyone can follow il. And there ■ 

are 24 revealing photographs for your guidance. • 

SEND NO MONEY 

l-'REE len days' examination of this system is offered I 

•-o you if you send [he coupon loday. We will ship ! 

yon .-iir copy by relurn mail, in plain wrapper. If : 

in.' ^e^hied wilh results, return il in 10 days and : 

■■cm money will be refunded. Slravon Pubiishers, ! 

113 West J7ih St., New York 1'9, N. Y. :.. 



Mail Coupon Today 



SIBAVON PUBIISHERS, D«pl,H-(.07 
113 W»t S7th St., N. V. 19, N. Y. 

Send HOW TO HYPNOTIZE in plain wrapper. 

D Send C.O.D. I will pay postman S1.98 plus postage. 

D [ enclose $1.98. Send postpaid. 

If nol delighted, I may return il in 10 days and gel 

my money back. 

Name „.___ __ „ , 



July, 1953, Number 
Copyright 1953, h 



5. Published hl-monttily by *■ A. Wyn, In 
,.A.'w V n,lr*. Prh'l.t) In U.SA. 
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YOU'RE RI8HT.MEN... 
ANOTHER STIFF/ THIS ONE 
LOOKS A LITTLE TOO """ 
FOR ME, BUT I 
IT'S THF ICE. NO EODY 
DECOMPOSITION ... 



WELL, OLD FELLOW/ 
MIGHT AS WELL SEE 

YOU ARE / W-WHY 
LOOKS LIKE AN INDIAN 
NGIT MEDICINE 





In MSPF/i AT ;;.>>* HAtti AM &LT0 

OHEOFTM ;■■■ 

AND.; 




TRUE OR HOT, HAftLAN COULDN'T 
BE SUPS—BUT HE DID SEE THE 
DEAD CHIEF FULFILL. THE FIRST 
PART OF HIS TEST. . . TO SPEAR , 
A WHALE/ BUT WHAT OF 7W C 

TO AVENGE HIS / 




BUT IT COULDN'T BE/ 
ILLED HIM LAST NIGHT 
D THREW HIM IN THE 
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U HAVE i 


/voices- 


BUT I'VE GOT TO GET 1 


PASSED ONE 


TEST-- ' 


THIS TREASURE... I'LL BRING 1 


NOWAVENGI 


YOUR- 


BACK THINGS THAT THOSE IN I 


SELF OF YOUR J 


VTHE MUSEUM NEVER DREAMED J 


ENEMIES/ Y( 


J HAVE 


VT"— W. 


ixisted/ m 


BUT ONE SPEAR LEFTi 
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In the days after the civil war, the wild west was the 
haven of thieves and murderers/ justice was mocked and 
cruel men often set themselves of as judge and jury 
over their fellow citizens/ one such man was judge 
carter, better known as the "hanging judge"/ ant man 
brought to his court was sure of hanging on the tree 
outside of town 




OtSAPPEARED 

FROM TOWN 

AND WASN'T 

FOUNffUNTIL 

TWO VILLAGERS 

PASSED THE 

INFAMOUS TREE 

THAT SERVED AS 

TIC GALLOWS 

FOR THE MEN 

SENTENCED 

TO DEATH 

BY THE 

JUDGE... 



THE COMMUNITY WAS DUMB- 
FOUNDED BY THIS WEIRD 
INCIDENT/ IT WAS IMPOS- 
SIBLE FOR THE JUDGE TO 
HAVE HANGED HIMSELF 
FROM THE HIGH BRANCH 
OF THE TREE, YET IT 
WAS DONE/ HAD HIS 
INNOCENT VICTIM COME 
BACK FROM THE GRAVE 
TO FULFILL HIS VOW /> 
NO ONE WILL EVER 
KNOW / ANOTHER 
AWESOME AND STRANGE 
TALE TO BE ENTERED 
IN THE RECORDS OF 
THE UNEXPL AINED / 



thc cm *wfj SSf of ran **> 

1 W«ro«**SM°Bff )l T wmD ABOUT 




After several more attempts, burton's quest/ohs\ 


DREW AN ANSWER. . -W 


THERE ARE OLD LEGENDS ^ 
CONNECTED WITH THE NAME, 
\ TALES OF WITCHCRAFT AND 
\ WILD ORGIES WHICH HAVE 
1 NOT DIED OUT / M'SIEU, 
/ YOU DO WRONG TO LOOK FOR 
THEM 1 TAKE THE TRAIN , 
^AND GO BACK TO HAVRE I A 




CHARLONS MUST BE "% 
FULL OF SUPERSTITIOUS 
PEOPLE/ WHY DO THEY 
FREEZE AT THE 
MENTION OF CHATNOIR? 
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YOU ARE A STUBBORN ONE/ NO- 
BODY KNOWS IF ANY CWATNOIRS 
ARE ALIVE TODAY, BUT TEN MILES 
TO THE SOUTH THEY USED TO OWN 



The shadows lengthened as 
burton followed the winding 
road into the deserted 
countryside. - . 



NO SENSE GOING ANY FURTHER / 
I'LL JUST CURL UP..'. tEY, I'VE GOT 
COMPANY / THAT'S THE BIGGEST 
•v_ CAT I'VE EVER SEE! 




SO I'VE FOUND THEM/ LES CHATNOIRS/ 
THAT'S FRENCH FOR THE BLACK CATS. 
NOW I CAN UNDERSTAND THAT BLACK CAT 
LEADING ME... WHERE DID THE BEAST GOP 



THE TRUTH IS, 1 WAS LOOKING 
FOR YOU. BUT I NEVER WOULD 
HAVE FOUND YOU BUT FOR THE 

BLACK CAT WHICH BROUGHT ME " 
HERE. IT SEEMS TO HAVE WJISHED/ 



AAH,THE CATp 


( LET ME INTRO- 


YES .YES, THE 


DUCE MYSELF. 


CAT... SHE HAS 


1 AM A RELATIVE 


GONE TO THE , 


FROM AMERICA. 


BARN WHERE \ 


MY MOTHER WAS 


SHE SLEEPS^ 1 


> ,A CHATNOIR/ 


BUT TELL ME, 


BEFORE SHE DIED, 


WHAT BROUGHT 


SHE TOLO ME 


YOU TO CHAR- 


\ THAT HER 


LONS IN SEARCI 


) ANCESTORS 


.OF USP j 


\ UVED NEAR 


¥fc 


\CHARLONS// 
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Burton woke to full consciousness. . - 



WHA...P WHAT'S THIS UGLY CREATURE DOING IN MY 
BED? GET OFF, YOU DEVIL/ */ 




The 'black diamond of india' has been thesubject of 

y astounding tales / the history of this diamond 
dates back to the late i9"> centvry when two english 
brothers chanced upon the bauble in the mysterious 
east. ralph and paul barton stopped ata small booth 
i the market plage of a busy indian city . 





THE BLIND MAN WAS 
TRUE TO HIS WORD/ 
SINCE THAT DAY, NO 
TRACE OF THE 'BLACK 
DIAMOND OF INDIA " HAS 
EVER BEEN FOUND/ 
MANY MEN STILL SEARCH 
FOR IT IN THE MYSTERI- 
OUS LAND, BUT IT IS 
STILL LOST TO THE 
WORLD/ ONLY ITS 
DEADLY CURSE REMAINED 
TO TESTIFY TO ITS 
VALIDITY / ANOTHER 
WEIRD ADVENTURE UN- 
SOLVED IN THE ANNALS 
OF THE MYSTIC AND 
SUPERNA TURAL / 



[THjTENrj] 



^Nigbttbe Statues 




MY NAME IS MAX DORNE. I'M A DETECTIVE ON 
THE CITY FORCE. I'M NOT CRAZY. AND SO HELP 
ME, EVERY WORD OF THIS STORY IS TRUE . . . 
STATUES CAN'T MOVE, YOU SAY. . .P THEY 
CAN'T TRACK A MAN DOWN AND BEAT HIM TO A 
PULP WITH THEIR MARBLE FISTS. . ./> O. K., 
FRIEND, YOU'RE ENTITLED TO YOUR OPINION. 
BUT ACCORDING TO MY RECORDS, THE FIRST 
TIME THE STATUES WALKED WAS ON THE NIGHT 
OF NOVEMBER li fl ', I93T . 



The first man to see 
them was a mr. s am/el 

CLAYTON OF 1496 ORWELl\ 
AVE HUE, T>€ BRONX. 




Mr. CLAYTOH TRIED TO 
SCREAM FOR HELP. HE 
KEPT OPENIHG ARC 

CLOSING HIS MOUTH BUT 
NO SOUNDS CAME OUT 



AND All THIS TIME THE 
STATUES KEPT MOVING 
CLOSER AMD CLOSER.. 



THE FIRST BLOW WAS ENOUGH TO SPLIT HIS SKULL 
WIDE OPEN. BUT THE STATUES KEPT WORKING OVER 
HIM....F NOT FOR THE IDENTIFICATION CARD IH 
HIS WALLET, NOBODY EVER WOULD HAVE KNOWN THAT 
THE SPLINTERED BLOODY MESS ON THE SIDEWALK 
NAD ONCE BEEN A MAH NAMED SAMUEL CLAYTON... 





ANOTHER COP MIGHT NOT HAVE 
FOUND ANYTHING. BUT PATROLMAN 
DONOVAN- -MAY HE REST IN PEACE- 
WAS TOO SHARP-EYED FOR HIS 
OWN GOOOL 



PATROLMAN DONOVAN WAS ABOUT 
TO LEAVE WHEN SUDDENLY HE HEARD 
FOOTSTEPS ON THE BALCONY THAT 
RAN AROUND THE SCULPTURE HALL... 



But before whoever was on 
the balcony could be pinned 
down by the beam of l/sht, he 
slipped behind a marble pillar 
and began to chant. . . 




Two days later, at four in the afternoon, r 

REPORTED BACK FROM MY WINTER VACATION. THE 
COMMISSIONER CALLED ME RIGHT INTO HIS OFFICE. 




INSTEAD OF PUNCHING GAYLORD IN THENOSE, I 
COUNTED TO TEN, THEN USED HIS DESK PHONE TO' 
CALL THE DIRECTOR . . .A HALF HOUR LATER I 
MAD LEFT HIS OFFICE WITH WHAT tD COME FOR, 
AND Z WAS WALKING AWAY THROUGH THE MUSEUM 
MALLS WHEN SUDDENLY Z HEARD SOME QUEER 
NOISES BEHIND ME 



I BACKED UP FAST 
ONLY THE WALL AND A WINDOW BEHIND ME/ AND 
A MEAN -LOOKING STATUE WAS STANDING GUARD AT 
THE EXIT Z'D BEEN HEADING FOR . 




I DIDN'T KNOW IT THEN— BUT AT fj? 
THAT MOMENT, SIX OTHER STATUES \T0 
WERE TRUDGING TOWARDS THE LONG 
ISLAND MANSION WHERE RAYMOND 
HACKETT, THE WASHINGTON V. LP, 
WAS HOLED UP. ... 



] AN OFFICER BEGAN BARKING 
COMMANDS, AND A TANK TRUNDLED 
INTO POSITION. EVERYTHING WEST 
L/KE CLOCKWORK— THE FORWARD 
OBSERVER CALLED BACK THE 
■STATUES' POSIT/ON, AND THE 
OFFICER YELLED, "FIRE" '/ 




SACK AT THE MUSEUM, f WAS DOING ft WAS BLEEDING AND GROGGY BY 
THE ONLY THING I COULD TO GET 1 THE TIME Z REACHED MY CAR. BUT 

if STILL HAD THE FILE 'CARDS 

\W/THME... 



I WAS HOME NOW. I'D GONE 
THROUGH THE FILE CARDS AND 
FOUND A GOOD LEAD. /WAS JUST 
ABOUT TO CALL THE COMMISSIONER 
WHEN. . 





y YOUNGER BROTHER, DAVID, 
AND I WERE ORPHANS. HE HAD ME 
AND J HAD HIM-- THERE WERE NO 
OTHER RELATIVES. . . DAVID HAD 
A VIOLENT TEMPER. THERE WAS 
A FIGHT IN A BAR, HE KILLED A 
MAN. . . THE JUDGE WHO SEN- 
TENCED HIM TO HANG WAS 

RAYMOND HACKETT. " 



THE DAY THE TRAPDOOR DROPPED 
FROM UNDER DAVID'S FEET, J SWORE 
A SOLEMN OATH THAT SOME DAY, 
SOMEHOW, T WOULD KILL THE JUDGE* 
WHO HAD MERCILESSLY CONDEMNED 
HIM.. 




'1 GOT A JOB AT THE MUSEUM. • 
t BECAME INTERESTED IN THE 
STATUES — EVEN STUDIED 
GREEK IN MY SPARE TIME. SO 
WHEN A STATUE FELL ONE DAY, 
AND ITS HOLLOW HAND BROKE 
OPEN, AND / FOUND A ROLLED; 
PARCHMENT INSIDE— I WAS 
ABLE TOREAD IT..." 



'THE PAR €/):■■ HAL/ON'-VHE 

ANCIENT SCULPTOR WHO SOLVED THE SECRET QF HOW 
TO BRING STONE' TO LIFE/ AND HE HAD WRITTEN 
DOWN THE CHANT HE USED..., " 




This was my'chance to get hackett/ but 
first i had to make sure the statues would 
kill ast commanded/ so on the night of 
november isf/t i sent them down to the 
first time.. 
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/ SOT HIM RIGHT IN THE TEMPLE/ THE SECOND 
HE SANK TO THE FLOOR, DEAD, THE STATUES 
STOPPED MOVING/ AND AT THA T MOMENT — THE 
COMMISSIONER TOLD ME LATER— THE SIX STATUES 

BATTLING THE TANK STOPPED MOVING TOO 



That's the story. . .by the way, we never 
did find pygmalion's parchment. we're all 
hoping it doesn't get into the wrong hands... 
if it ever does, yours truly is heading for . 
the hills . . . i'm not crazy/ 



THE GIFT OF JARAWHAL ADEM 



The clock on the mantel ticked loudly in the 
leashed silence of the room. Laramie Brown stared 
at the, thing that lay on the table before him, its 
coiled length dormant, hostile, and he dared not 
move. 

A muscle twitched in his arm where it lay rigid 
along the arm of his chair, and his thoughts teeter- 
ed wildly back to the beginning 'of all this, that 
evening that had begun so simply. 

They'd met in a bar, Laramie Brown and this 
stranger who said his name was Turok. Laramie had 
stopped in for a quick one before catching his com- 
muter's train, and he'd been glad for the easy con- 
versation that had sprung up with the fellow next 
to him. "It helped pass the time till the 6:10 was 
ready. 

"This last hour is the toughest," thestranger 
commented. "I can't wait to get home." 

"Been away?" Laramie asked. 

The tall, lean-featured, sandy-haired man nod- 
ded. "Three years,' he said. "Been in India — Cey- 
lon, Calcutta — and finally, I'm coming back to 
Long Island!" . * 

The two of them fell into conversation, and Lar- 
amie was so engrossed he was startled when the 
loudspeaker announced the 6;10 was ready. 

Hastily the two men started to say good-by, bqt 
as Laramie arose, the package he was carrying fell 
apart. 

"Damn," he muttered. "I've got all sorts of 
things here my wife asked me to get in town. How 
I'll get them home now ls i more than I know." 

His new friend stared 'sympathetically. "Looks 
stick/ to manage," he observed. "Don't have a 
piece of cord, do you?" 

"At the office, maybe," he said doubtfully, "but 
not here. Guess I'll have to miss the 6:10 and stop 
into a drugstore." 

He'd already started to leave, his arm filled with 
the unwieldly bundle, when Turok snapped his 
fingers suddenly. "Hold on," he said. "I think I've 
something that, will help you out." 

He opened his luggage and searched through it, 
finally extracting the long length of white cord that 
was wound and neatly knotted. 

. "Here," he said. "Try this. Haven't any need lor 
it myself. Got it from one of those Indian Fakirs 
in Calcutta — you know, the kind that'll take your 
eyeteeth with half a chance. Claimed it was woven 
of specially grown .fibers. Called it jarawhal adem, 
which loosely translated means "a friend for life." 

With further assurances from Turok that he had 
no use for the string, Laramie took it and wrapped 
it around the package while Turok stood watch- 



ing him as he worked. The cord was rather long, 
but when Laramie tried to break it, he couldn't. 
Its delicate appearance was deceptive, so he knotted 
it cjuickly and was ready. 

"It's been nice chatting, and thanks," he said. 
The two men shook hands, and Laramie, a moment 
later, was on the 6:10. . 

It wasn't until the next evening that Laramie 
noticed something odd about the twine. He'd gone 
upstairs to dress before going out for the evening, 
and he noticed the twine lying neatly coiled in his 
dresser drawer. 

"Lorna," he called. "Have you become a string 
saver?" , 

As his wife appeared, he picked up the cord and 
waved it at her. "This," he said. "It looks like 
the cord on that package I brought home yester- 

"But it couldn't be," she protested. "I'm sure 
I tossed that out with the wrapping." 

"All the same," Laramie insisted. "It looks like 
it. Same length, same weave." 

"Well," Lorna shrugged. "I must be getting 
absent-minded. Maybe someone called, and I didn't 
throw it out. Anyway, it's not worth making such 
a fuss about." 

She turned and left then, and* Laramie couldn't 
really understand why he'd been making such an 
issue of the twine, Probably it was because of the 
man, Turok, who'd told such weird tales of the 
fakirs of India, he decided. 

But then, once Lorna was gone, Laramie was 
once again drawn to the cord. He approached the 
dresser and Stood liking at it, and suddenly he 
thought he sensed some animation, some quality 
of movement in it. He picked it up, and he could 
have sworn that a strand coiled around his hand. 

With a sudden determination, Laramie went to 
his desk and searched out the scissors. He unknotted 
the cord, determined to discredit what he believed 
had happened. Twice he tried to cut through the 
cord, and both times it resisted the slash of the 
scissors. It was certainly most strong, Laramie 
thought — almost stronger than the steel shears with 
which he had attacked it. 

"Darling, what's taking you so long?" Lorna 
called. He heard her approaching again, and guil- 
tily he thrust his cord into the drawer and slammed 
it shut. 

He left then for their evening out', but all night 
long Laramie pondered the mystery of jarawhitl 
adem. And gradually he began to feel a sense of 
pride in his possession. He determined to try it out. 

And in the days that followed, he found he 



could lift any weight with the cord wrapped around 
the package. He .tried it for fishing and discovered 
that even though the rod might snap, the cord 
would not break. And no matter where he left it, 
he would find it someplace in the house when he 
got home! 

His feeling of affinity and kinship with (he cord 
grew, and for a month lie kept it secret from Lorna, 
aware she could never understand, ant) that she 
would only scoff, or worse, make him throw it out;. 

And then one night, after Laramie had gone to 
bed, he was awakened by the sound of his coIHe 
Duke's backing outside the opened window. It was 
an intermittent, incessant barking, something Duke 
was capable of when he'd cornered some garden 
squirrel or other animal of special interest. 

Laramie turned and tossed and muttered, and 
finally sat up in bed and shouted down, "Quiet, 
you mutt! Shut up!" The dog barked once or twice 
again, and then in the quiet that followed, Laramie 
was drowsily amazed that the dog had obeyed him. 

But the next -morning he was shaken awake by 
Lorna, upset and angry. "Laramie," she told him 
agitatedly. "Someone strangled Duke last night! 
Someone's killed our dog!" 

Even as he got out of bed, some inner sixth 
sense caused Laramie to look toward the dresser, 
and he was frozen a moment as he saw the opened 
dresser drawer. But then he got into his clothes and 
dashed downstairs to where Duke lay. The. dog was 
on the ground close beneath his window where it 
must have been howling the night before, Laramie 
saw the marks of garroting around the dog's neck, 
and somehow he knew what had happened. 

Slowly he went back into the house. He climbed 
the stairs and went to the drawer and took out the 
cord that was so neatly coiled. He held it in his 
hand a moment, and ft was heavier, thicker now, 
and vibrated with some sense of evil allegiance to 
him. He hardly knew what he was going to do as 
he pushed the dresser drawer shut and took the 
cord with him. 

He was' standing at the top of the stairs when 
Lorna saw him. She flew,into a rage as her glance 
fell upon the cord he held. 

"You killed' Duke," she whispered. "With that 
cord! There's something evil going on. Something 
evil's been 'happening to you ever since you brought 
that cord home!" 

"Please, Lorna," Laramie pleaded. "Control your- 
self. You don't know what you're saying." 

"I do, I do!" she cried. "Get rid of that cord 
before something awful happens." 

And then as she spoke it happened, Laramie give 



a shout of warning, but it was no use. The cord 
snaked out of his hand and wrapped itself around 
her feet, tripping her. She screamed as she lost her 
balance and fell bumping down the stairs. 

And then, before Laramie's horrified eyes, the 
cord released her broken form and slithered up the 
stairs to lay coiled and motionless near Laramie. 

Lorna was dead. Laramie could, tell from the 
broken, twisted way she lay, her neck aktlter. And 
the cord lay silent, passive at his feet, an evil friend 
— he thought of the words, jaratvhai ad em, a friend 
for life ... . 

With a- cry, Laramie seized the coil and strode 
down to the basement. He'd had enough of this 
friendship, this unholy loyalty, and he seized open 
the door of the furnace and-thrust the cord into the 
fire. He slammed the door shut and stood there a 
moment, breathing heavily, 

Laramie Brown avoided the body of his wife as 
he came upstairs. He entered the living room and 
sank down 1 in the easy chair and put his head in,: 
his hands. He had to think, to figure out what to 
do next. 

He had to notify the police. But then, he 
thought, the cord had used some ghastly intelli- 
gence. It had not strangled Lorna but had chosen 
a way of killing her that would shed no suspicion 
on Laramie. It looked like an ordinary accident. At 
any rate, the unhappy details were best gotten on 
with. Laramie lifted his head wearily to go to the 
phone, and then his gaze fell upon the table facing 
him. 

A cry came from his throat as his eyes fastened 
upon the unmarred, gleaming white surface of the 
coiled cord that lay upon it. The cord that only 
minutes earlier he had thrust into the furnace. It 
lay dormant now, hostile, no longer a friend, aware 
of Laramie's attempt to destroy it, and this knowl- 
edge communicated .itself to Laramie. Jarawhai 
adem, "a friend for life" — and Laramie had broken 
that bond of friendship. 

Laram-'e sank back into the chair. He knew, the 
cord was tormenting him,' letting his fear mount 
while he could do nothing but wait for it to strike. 

Now the clock on the mantel ticked on, notice of 
each passing second smashing the silence. The 
muscle in Laramie Brown's arm twitched again, 
and sweat dotted his forehead. "Suddenly he thought 
he discerned some initial movement in the length 
of cord on the table. Involuntarily he raised his 
arm as though to ward off the blow — and then it 
struck. There was a flash of white, a gurgling sound 
as the cord coiled deeply, tightly, lovingly around 
his throat .... 




Tk pull moon p/scs o?ep the villa or mm. a 
■*» spapt or s/tvep penetrates Wf hiposn 
cpypr or a monstep tyno has slain tmcee 
vie rune evepy GENEPAnov rop ovep 400 years/ 

A GLEAM OT 1/GNT TOUCHES Tf/E BLACtf-CtAP 

corpse fr stips. * pep tongue waves stotv- 

LY. HUNGPIIY OVEP OEMONISP LIPS. PA IK HEP FOP 

rue liqujd thatwiu susta/n jts piepoisn 

LIPS POP YST ANOTHER 2S~ Y6APS. THE VAMP/PE 
OP THE VILLA OI PINt APPEARS IN THE MOONLIGHT- - 
MALL ITS HOPPIPYWO AWESOMEHESS, MOP 

SPALL THEE/PHD RETURN TO WS HIOING PLACE 
TILL RE HAS ORAINEP THE BLOOO F80M THE 
VeiUS OP YET ANOTHER VICTIM.' 



*5 



POP PIPTCEN YPAPS 
THE VILLA P/P/NI 
HAS BEEN POP 
SALE. AND NOW ITS 
PRICE WAS SUSPI- 
CIOUSLY LOW. TO ■■• 
SOME, THIS MAY 
HAVE SEEMEPA 
8AO OMEN. 8C/T7Ue 
PASS/ON OP MPS. 
IAIA LOPDE POP 
SOUVENIR-COLLECT. 
ING SURPASSED ALL 
COMMON SENSE... 





EGBERT WON'T like THE lOEA. OF 

,L THINGS TO BRING BACK FROM 
A EUROPEAN TRIP- AN ITALIAN 
VILLA THAT ONCE BELONGED TOTKE 
PI PINI CAMILV EEALLy, MOTHER." 

YOUR. HUSBAND POESN'T 
KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH 
HIS WONE// I DO, 1 ' 
WE'LL TAKE THE 
VILLA, LUIGI " 



NO, 51GNORA. THIS VAMPIRE IS 
B6AL . IN 1545 NICOLA Dl PINl 
MURDERED HIS WIFE. RATHER 
THAN SPEND WIS LIFE "J PRISON, 
H6 TOOk: POISON, A TRUSTED 
SERVANT IS SAIDTOWAVE HIDDEN 
Hie BOD/.. . AND IT WAS THIS 
servant who became the rrst 
wctma of his master., who 
turned into a vamp/pc' 



AND EVEN HOW WITH EVEPn 

>NEW GENERATION-- ABOUT/ 

' EVERY25YEAHS-- THE "S 

UMPIRE STIRS FROM HIS 

HOINQ PtACE AMD SEEKS , 

A FEW VICTIMS TO BE- < 

PLENISH HIS STRENGTH. I ' 

SEEN A DEADONE- 

' HIS THCOAT PIERCED AS IP , 

A BATS SHARP FANGS 

HAD BEEN AT WORK/ * 




-[-ten thousand ube to 
take the signoba and 
wee daughter boating* 
sueely the signoba 

JESTS.' 




At THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH, A 
CRACK APPEALS IN THE STATHE. 
AN EYE/? WIDENING OPENING. . . 



^7H£QN& I : AND THEN THE KIND OF FACE ONS 

COMES I SEE S ONLY Iff uiiBHruABBB 

Fbfzm... ■■: : -:- ; ',■■■- 











~tbllT THIS IS NO DREAM. /HOS.LOPDESHPINHS 
FffOM THE BAT-LIKE SHAPE . MEG EYES 
WIDEN W/rHHOPROS. A STIFIED SCREAM 
IS CHOKED OFF,. 




QVf NEXT 'MORNING. THE LIFELESS BODY IS FOUND Bf 






j''Tl,7" VAMPItib,N\\tS. \dHUVi\.AHO$ 


\-ZS W RUT THERE ARE NO EMPIRES. THIS WAS 


■ rr'Vi A TONE BV SOME WANDERING t— -" 


-ibat'N. VAMIAf 


' t ' MAVSC HE'.S 


f^ X^f!M<'P*^ - ... .- 


__J EIGHT. MAYBE THE 




T kILLINqs CAN BE 




t EXPLAINED. A WILD 




■_ BEAST, A MANIAC 




Xp. ON THE LOOSE. ./J 


fjppp 


PS 




^Z^r ^mS^^M^^a 


H/fc^I 



INK THAT*, 
VOUR MOTHER'S 
UNHOLY INFLUENCE 
WAS BECOME 1 SO 
MUCH A PART OF 
"OU, VOU'VG EVEN 
BEGUN TO THINK. 




At THE VILLA, A F/GUffE our or 
THE PAST STALK'S SILENTLY 
TOWABD Wf L/BPAa/, A FIGU8E 
NEI7UE& DEAD NO&AUVE- . . 

AND ALL 7NB Aioee HOESIBLE 

FOSIT,' 





&aefKEHQeK$rTS/>ttl?ACtE>MlNV7ES f«>J'0 BFTTEE.TlHEY ZM Y\ Rpfl5*7 KNOWLAND APPBOACMeS 



i47E#, *S IIFE-GMNG BLOOD SlffEAMS 

1NA SUSTAINING FLOW FGOM HUSBAND r "TOO, BOB. 

70 WF£. 



7HE UAiFOPEN STA7UE. Hie 
A1USCOIAP APM DPAtYS BACK. 
7Ue &PEA& IS M/&IE&S 





THE AMAZING NEW MENSTRUAL SHIELD THAT GIVES 
SURE, SAFE PROTECTION DIFFERENTLY 

Yes. here it U— Iwifc at the ihWutim and *ee at i.nce why G.mfu-Gtfn 
in different. Comb-Card IihiVi like unci In on abbreviated pinkie— eXMlrt 
Cotnlu.Card is especially cut lt> hug the bndy cunlmirs. OimMiard is 
made III finest fehrk and elastic materials and is lined with nheeiest. 
wllest rubbei to mate it liquid repellent. 

NO PINS -HO HOOKS 

Cimlu-Card eliminates pins and huoks. "NwBp" limp* Ituld the nap- 
kin securely without pini vt hiiuk*. You'll enjii* this extra freedom 

from annoyances. 

ELIMIHitTES CHAFING 



NO TELLTALE BUMPS 

I l(.rm-fit design completely dnea away with tell-tale 

HO STAINS - NO OVERFLOW 



TRY CQMFO-GARDS 
60 DAYS FREE . . . 
SEND NO MONEY 



ik is our iiBef $ — -All 
IthttctiuiNtnlwIoWRnd 

veh.pe. We'll rush 
■md-liard' In >nu In 
unmarked package, 
ike 60 doi ■ l» decide 
tethcr.ynutfi.4l i.. keep 
imfn.Cotd-. II mil a 
II refund uf the 
cchase price will be 
ide immediately. 




LOSE WEIGHT 



QS 




Spf^Wuo* 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 




TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAfELY*"*Z 



fiabb/, "^" l, ;j;^"| 



Reducer" obey 



body wh.rt il il loot. 

wher ..*i you Kov« Ml" 

" u, rtw "Spot Kntuui con lib 
in acquiring a youthful, iltnder 
graceful figur*. Ih» beouly of whi 
icienliflcolly deilgned Reducer „„, 



your own ntvan ■ 



ikk. i 



WrMih e**.— MAiUCil 



No ifeambcfhi, drvgt of 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 







